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about to disappear into that dark-blue line. When
the sun is gone we often see it reflected for a
minute in the sea.
Every evening there was a different sunset; all
beautiful, except when the sun looked 'bilious' and
'out of sorts/ as it frequently does in England. Then
the dark grey clouds looked cross too, and soon shut
it out from our view.
Among these mountains there is the wildest
scenery that can be imagined, and spots where no
human foot can ever have trod. It was always a
strange feeling to me to look down on those wild
solitudes, so completely inaccessible even to the
children of the soil, who never could have set their
feet among the dense jungle, nor climbed up the
perpendicular sides of the abrupt surrounding
mountains, among which wander bisons, tigers,
cheetahs, hyenas, small-deer, jackals and monkeys.
New points commanding glorious prospects are
often discovered, to which narrow paths are cut in the
jungle. The sides of such a path form high tapestry
walls of long reeds, grass, rushes, and ferns entwined
with wild flowers, while overhead, the trees with
their boughs and leaves form a ceiling of net-work.
One such point was discovered the last time I was at
the hills. I saw it for the first time at sunset when
the most delicately tinted little rosy clouds were
floating on the soft greyish-blue sky.
Below us were ravines and rocky precipices,
where we watched the shadows falling lower and
lower till seemingly lost in fathomless depths, where
even the rays of the Indian sun could scarcely